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It was late when Eleanor arrived. 

There was a hum of voices and rustle 
‘of soft gowns in the long white and 
wold double parlors. She caught a 
.glimpse of palms and smilax and tall 
-clusters of lilies standing imperially 
over all. 

She went upstairs hurriedly with 
tears in her eyes and gladness in her 
heart over the beauty and fitness of it 
all—Beatrice in her youth and bridal 
ssweetness and the fragrance and flow- 
ers everywhere, with the plenitude of 
the springtide—and only a few short 
‘months ago the hope and promise had 
Ween her own. 

They had planned it together, Rex 
sand she, those first happy days when 
their love had been so wonderful in its 
mewborn strangeness. The wedding 
‘was to be just after Easter, when all 
‘was white lilies and opening buds. It 
‘was the only true time of the year for 
bridals, Rex had said, when the bride 
herself was young and fair as one of 
‘the golden hearted lilies. 

And it had ‘ended before even the 
storms of February had passed. She 
had almost forgotten the cause, it had 
deen so trivial—a word dropped in jest 
of an old sweetheart whom he had met 
Dy chance at a reception. He had said 


“I AM NOT ANGRY,” SHE SAID ALMOST 
EAGERLY. 


laughingly that she was prettier than 
ever, and Eleanor had been tired and 
petulant and had answered in a few 
sharp words regretted as soon as spo- 
ken. 

She had just time to catch a glimpse 
of herself in the mirror of the brides- 
maids’ dressing room. Seatrice was 
dark and had chosen her attendants 
for their fairness. They were dressed 
in white and green and carried great 
shower boucuets of lilies of the valley, 
her favorite dower. 

The wedeing party formed’ in the li- 
Yrary. Eleanor was first bridesmaid 
fon the right. She held her flowers 
closely, her heart beating fast as the 
soft, slow strains of the wedding march 
sounded. itrice’s little cousins, Nan- 
mie and Less, were leading the way 
with brond white satin ribbons to form 
an aisle through the parlors. To the 
first bridesmaid, as she followed them 
dreamily through a maze of blossoms 
and bright faces, it almost seemed as 
if it were ail for her and Rex, and sud- 
denly, as they reached the bower of 
iNes and palms in the south bay win- 
dow, she glanced up and met his gaze 
as he stvod opposite her beside the 
bridegroom. 

“How white you are, Nell," some one 
whispered as she moved to her place, 

“It is the odor of the lilies,” she an- 
swered, and wondered if any one saw 
the tears in her eyes, 

It was not fair. Beatrice should 
have told her he would be there. She 
wondered if he, too, was thinking of 
what might have been. Against her 
will she looked at him again. 

Beatrice was speaking, her voice low 
sand sweet and tremulous. 

“For better, for worse; for richer, for 
‘poorer; in sickness and in health, until 
death do us part.” 

The glorious, sacred words thrilled 
her with the fullness of their meaning. 
This was the vow she would have 
ken for love of him. Her love had 
-Been strong enough then. As she 
gazed at him she knew it was as strong 
how. 

“Till death do us part.” And she had 
tthrown aside her troth as carelessly 
sas the lilies would be cast aside when 
rtheir color and fragrance were gone. 


| 


it was over berore she reauzea i. 
She kissed Beatrice, standing, tall and 


; slender and proud eyed, in her white 


satin beside her husband, and went 
out into the library, away from the 
crush of people and the laughter and 
gayety. It was quiet in the cool, de- 
serted room. There would be an in- 
terval of a few minutes before the re- 
ception, and she hoped she would not 
be missed. A divan stood in one cor- 
ner, half concealed by a tall Persian 
screen, and she sought its shelter in- 
stinctively. 

He had remembered, She knew that 
he had by the look in his eyes, but 


there hud been ne tenderness or regret 
there, merely grave, disinterested rec- 
ognition. She closed her eyes as if to 
keep back the tears that filled them. 
and laid ber head on the pile of soft 
cushions back of her. The shower bou- 
quet fell on the rug at her feet. She 
did not care. It all seemed a mockery 
of their love and faith and broken 
troth—the gladness of another's bridal 
and they two meeting as strangers. 

Some one entered the room, hesitat- 
ed and walked deliberately over to the 
screened divan. She knew his step be- 
fore he stood beside her. 

“Mrs. Langdon sent me to find you,” 
he said. “She wants you.” 

How queer it was to hear Beatrice 
called Mrs. Langdon. She almost had 
to think a moment to know whom he 
meant. 

“I will come at once,” she answered, 
and stooped for the flowers. 

He lifted them for her, and their 


, hands met. 


“Nell!” he exclaimed as he saw that 
she had been crying. “Nell, what is 
it?” 

She tried to be dignified and brave. 

“Nothing, nothing at all. Please go 
away.” 

“You've been crying.” 

“Please go away.” 

“I won't. At least, not until I know 
what the trouble is.” 

She was silent. 

“Is it because I am here, and you are 
angry?” 

“IT am not angry,” she said almost 
eagerly. “Nota bit. Only’— 

“Only what?’ 

“I didn’t expect to see you.” she fal- 
tered, not meeting his gaze. “And 
when I did see you—why, it was just 
unexpected; that was all.” 

“Did you come here to ery over the 
unexpected?’ 


She rose indignantly. He did not 


have the slightest right in the world ! 


to question her so. She would not 
listen to it. 

‘I wish to go to Mrs. 
please,” she said. 

“Don't go, Nell. She doesn’t want 
you very much. I asked where you 
were, and she told me to find you. It 
was I who wanted you really.” 

“But | want to go.” 

He bent toward her with pleading 
eyes. 

“Nell, didn’t it make you think of 
anything else—Nell, the flowers and 
music and what they were saying? 
Why, when I heard Langdon saying 
all that about love and cherish and 
forsake and all the rest of it I just 
wanted to gather you up in my arms 
before everybody and say them too. 
Didn't it make you remember? Didn't 
you almost wish it were you and me, 
sweetheart?” 

She bowed her head over the lilies 
in silence, 

“IT didn’t mean to tell you,” he went 
on, “I only wanted to see you alone 
and speak to you and hear your voice, 
don’t you understand? It isn’t an ap- 
peal or regrets, Nell. I wouldn't bother 
you with that sort of thing. It’s only 
the remembrance of it all and wish ft 
had been you and me, dear.” 

Yie stood aside to let her pass, but 
she did not move, only looked at him 
with the old love in her eyes. 

“im glad you exme, Rex,” she said 
softly. “1! wished it too.” 


Langdon, 
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How Cynthia Davis, daughter of 
Farmer Davis, got her romantie no- 
tions was a puzzle to her parents and 
lots of other folks. Her father's hired 
men began to fall in love with ber at 
sixteen. At seventeen she broke the 
heart of a wire fence agent. At eight- 
een she could have had her pick of half 
a dozen men ranging from farmers’ 
Sons to reaper and mower agents. She 
was nineteen when Jed Williams, a 
young carpenter from the village, came 
out to rebuild a barn and reshingle the 
house, 

Cynthia didn’t want the impossible, 
but she had certain fixed ideas. She 
would never fall in love and marry a 
man unless he had saved her life. All 
of her would be lovers were anxious to 
toe the mark, but opjuwtaity had nev- 
er presented itself. She wouldn't break 
through the ice on the horse pond in 
winter, and she wouldn't tumble into 
the well iu summer. Her father owned 
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& Savage bull, but she didn’t go pick- 
ing daisies in the field where the bovine 
grazed. If a mad dég came along the 
highway she was sure to be in the 
house, and if lightning struck the house 
she was sure to be at a neighbor’s, On 
one occasion a sewing machine agent 
who had sought to capture her heart 
and had knocked $12 off the regular 
,Price to make himself solid thought the 
“golden hour was at hand. He drove up 
one day and found a tramp “sassing”’ } 
Cynthia, but before he could rush to 

the rescue and win her gratitude she 

had taken the fellow by the ear and 

run him out of the gate. 

One after anothe? came and went, 
and Cynthia’s only excuse for turning 
them down was that each and every 
one of them was as commonplace as 
Pumpkin pie. Jed Williams had had 
his warning, but he straightway fell in 
love just the same and was taken on 
probation. ‘That was one good thing 
about the girl. She always gave a man 
at Jeast four weeks in which to save 
her life. Jed had a three months’ job 
at carpenter work, but he knew that he 
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“HE MAY KILL ME, BUT I WILL SAVE 
YOUR LIFE.” 
had to capture Cynthia’s heart within | }) 
four weeks or not at all. A man Who |} 
uses the rule and compass and square | J) 
has a head for circles and angles, and 
Jed was no sooner in love than he re- 
moved the shingle nails from his mouth | 
and sat down to ponder. He knew 
where the others had failed. They | 
| 
| 
| 


had waited for opportunity. He would 
make opportunity. 

The first move Jed made aioaurae 
new line was to take Cynthia to the 
circus, He was particular to point out 
the lions to her, especially one big fel- 
low, and to recall to memory the fact 
that this Numidian had killed no less 
than seven keepers, as stated in the 
newspapers. The same lion had also 
escaped from the circus on several oc- 
easions and devastated a dozen barn- 
yards. He told his story glibly and 
carelessly, and aside from a shudder or 
two Cynthia was not much affected. If 
the lion escaped during the next three 
months, as was possible, she would be 
away off in Ohio or Indiana, and she 
would be safe, 

Then John Burns came out to paint 
the barn a fiery red. He was a friend 
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of Jed Williams, and he brought out| 7_ @ x) a C 
the news with him that the lion had 

esenped while the circus was leaving a Le 

the village. Te was one of 200 men | |@ 2@ 


who had spent the day with some cir- 
cus people looking for the monster, and 
the seurch was being continued. It 
was 8s ling news for the farmers, 
They might not meet the beast in their | |®@! 
cornfields by daylight, but when dark- 
ness came he might pick them up even 
on the doorstep. Jed didn’t boast of 
what he would do if he met the beast 
face to face, and Cynthia mentally gave 
him a credit mark. In some mysteri- 
ous Way the barn painter kept track of 
the lion and gave others the news. The 
Numidian was seen here and there. 
Here he hadgekilled a cow; there a 
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In the midst of these wild alarms 
Cynthia had to go to a neighbor's of 
an evening, and Jed was. courteous 
enough. to offer her his escort. Some 
laughing remarks were made about the 


lion, but they did not affect the gir. 
Even when Jed armed himself with a 
stout club she thought more of her er- 
rand than of being eaten alive. It was 
a fairly darkish night, but they took 
no lantern, They had eighty rods to 
go and had accomplished half the dis- 
tance when there was a grow! and a 
roar, and the escaped lion stood before 
them. He had been disappointed in 
finding a cow for his supper, and now 
he meant to devour a well built carpen- 
ter and a plump cheeked girl. The 
frightened Cynthia grabbed Jed around 
the neck and exclaimed: 

“Oh, Jed, Jed, but it is the lion, and 
we'll be killed!” 

“Let me get at him!” shouted Jed 
as he struggled against her clutch. 
“He may kill me. but I'll save your 
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